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' in America, embellishes its meagre, stultified life by the
adoption of telephone, radio, automobile, tractor, et cet-
era, the meaning of the word communal becomes so fan-
tastically distorted that one begins to wonder what is
meant by the phrase "human society." There is nothing'
human about these sporadic agglomerations of beings -y
they are beneath any known level of life which this globe
has known. They are less in every way than the pygmies
who are truly nomadic and who move in filthy freedom
with delirious security.
. As I sipped my glass of water, which had a strange
taste, I listened to one of these glorified baboons remi-
nisce about the glorious days he had spent in Herkimer,
New York. He had run a candy store there and seemed
grateful to America for having permitted him to save the
few thousand dollars which he required to return to his
native land and resume the degrading life of toil which
he was accustomed to. He ran back to the house to fetch
an American book which he had kept as a souvenir of the
wonderful money-making days. It was a fanner's alma-
nac, badly thumb-marked, fly-bitten, louse-ridden. Here
in the very cradle of our civilization a dirty baboon hands
me a precious monstrosity of letters—the almanac.
The owner of the almanac and myself were seated at a
table off the road in -the center of a group of louts who
were visibly impressed. I ordered cognac for the crowd
and surrendered myself to the interlocutor, A man came
over and put his big hairy finger on the photograph of a
farm implement. The interlocutor said: "good machine,
he like this." Another one took the book in his handstand
went through it with a wet thumb, grunting now and then
to signify his pleasure. Interlocutor said: "Very interest-
ing book. He like American books." Suddenly he espied
a friend in the background. "Come here," he called. He '

